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Summary: After defeating the Red Death and restoring peace to Berk, 
Hiccup begins to feel that he doesn't quite fit in with the other 
vikings. So, he decides to set off on his own adventures to discover 
what the world has to offer. This story is also reviving a maker over 
of sorts, so the first chapter is no longer relevant, it will be 
removed shortly. 


1 . Chapter 1 

Hiccup Haddock Horrendous, a great name for a great Viking, one that 
would strike fear in the hearts of all men. That is if it wasn't tied 
to Hiccup, who was anything but a Viking. Sure he was the son of 
Stoic the Vast, leader of the famous Viking clan of Berk, but that 
didn't mean he was destined to follow his father's footsteps. 

While the other boys and girls his age had already faced death in its 
dark eyes and proceeded to beat it senseless. Hiccup had not. He was 
more interested in things that the others considered unusual for a 
Viking to like. Because of his differences. Hiccup was shunned, 
considered weak and a coward. One day the boy decided that he had 
enough, he refused to let people just walk over him. 

It was midnight in Berk, and for once the weather was calm for this 
Hiccup was thankful as he slipped out of the ancient wooden door of 
his home. Slung over his shoulder was a small leather bag that held 
the meager possessions a Viking needed to survive. He took one last 
look behind his shoulder before nudging the door shut with the toe of 
his old leather boots and setting off across the rugged hillside that 
he had lived on for as long as he could remember. 

Overhead thunder clapped ominously announcing the rain that would 
soon be drenching the drab landscapes of Berk. Walking faster Hiccup 
quickly picked his way through the small village that bordered the 
sheer cliffs where the Vikings had settled. His footsteps slapped 
against the ancient cobblestones as he stealthily snuck through the 



quiet streets. Slowly the butterflies in Hiccup's stomach settled as 
he traced the all too familiar path to Cobber's blacksmith, the place 
that had became his second home over the last few months. A sense of 
confidence washed over the young Viking when his hand brushed against 
the scarred oak door that guarded the shop. 

The door slid open silently despite its age; this of course was 
mostly due to the hours that Hiccup had spent greasing the quickly 
aging hinges. Quickly and silently as a cat he darted inside and 
crossed the room with three sweeping steps leaving him standing over 
the table he had spent countless hours drawing and researching. A 
small smile graced his lips as he gathered the books that would aide 
him best in his travels. His hand brushed over a dusty leather book, 
he paused and carefully lifted it from a small pile of 
papers . 

"Dragons, and how to kill them" he whispered reading the well worn 
text out loud before slipping the book into his bag. The rest of the 
things he packed were simple, a dagger, a few maps and other small 
assorted items. 

Pulling the drawstrings tight. Hiccup closed his bag and quickly 
tossed it over his shoulder. On his way out he stopped to pick up a 
bow and small quiver of arrows that hung on a nail near the door. Now 
fully packed, the young Viking took one last look at the small 
blacksmith shop then stepped out into what would be a new 
world . 

Stoic the Vast, Hiccup's father and chief Viking, sleepily fumbled 
with the clasp on his leather belt. Finally he triumphed over the 
beaten metal and managed to fasten it beneath his massive bulk. A 
victorious chuckle rumbled out of the massive Viking as he sleepily 
made his way across to a old wooden door. Instead of using the brass 
knob. Stoic merely gave the wood a massive shove with his meaty 
arm. 

"Hiccup, if you're not up yet then get that way, today's dragon 
training" Stoic bellowed from the flight of stairs that led to his 
son's room. When no answer came the massive Viking shrugged in 
assumption that Hiccup had already left. "He must be excited for his 
first day" Stoic chuckled as he lumbered to his front door. 

The moment Gobber stepped into his shop he knew something was out of 
place. He paced the small room over and over, checking everything 
again as he slowly made notes of the missing items. "He's finally 
gone then" the old Viking sighed as he sat down to give his wooden 
leg so much needed rest. For once in his life Gobber was at a loss of 
what to do, on one hand he could rush to Stoic and get search parties 
out, or he could wait and see if the boy would turn into a man. The 
dilemma the Viking was faced with was soon solved when Stoic's vast 
form appeared in the shop's doorway. 

"Has Hiccup already left for dragon training?" The Viking chief asked 
as he carefully stepped into the blacksmith shop. An innocent smile 
lit onto Goober's face as he stood quickly in respect for the man 
standing before him. "I do believe he has, probably is there waiting 
on me right now" Gobber lied as he quickly limped past Stoic to the 
open door. "In fact I'd better be getting there soon, wouldn't want 
to keep everyone waiting" the aging Viking proclaimed before he 
disappeared out into the busy street. 



stoic sighed and shook his head as he watched Gobber limp his way 
down the cobblestone roads that crisscrossed the small town. "Thank 
Thor that my boys finally growing up" the stocky Viking whispered 
through his wiry red beard. 


2 . The Decision 

_Well, here we are againa€ 1 . Playing this eternal yo-yo of 
appearances and disappearances. BUT! This time I'm here to stay, and 
I'm bringing with me a newer and improved version of this story. I 
will be keeping the old chapter for a week or so for reference but 
then it will be deleted because it is no longer relevant. Any who, 
without and further ado, I present the new beginning! _ 

Hiccup Haddock Horrendous, a great name for a great viking, one that 
would strike fear in the hearts of all men. That is if it wasn't tied 
to Hiccup. Sure he was the first dragon rider, and Berk's mighty 
hero, and heir to the legendary Stoick The Vast. But there was just 
something different about this string bean of a viking, something 
that put him aside from everyone else. Despite having the entire 
village praising him Hiccup felt as lonely as ever, he didn't quite 
fit in. 

Astrid and the other young viking's had started to move along in 
their training, each of them becoming the men and women they were 
destined to be. Hiccup on the other hand lagged behind on everything 
except dragon training, it was as if the other subjects bored him. 
Something about the unknown world that lay outside of Berk intrigued 
him, beckoned to him. 

It was midnight in Berk, the full moon hung over the lonely island 
drenching it in a pale glow. The weather was calm, something Hiccup 
was thankful for as he stole down the ancient cobblestones that led 
to Gobber 's blacksmith shop. A tingling feeling snaked down his spine 
as his fingers brushed the battered wooden door that sat between him 
and the forge. He was ready, this he was sure of. 

The mighty oak door swung openly silently despite it's age, this was 
due to Hiccup oiling it for weeks while preparing his master plan. A 
sly grin spread across the teen's face as he ducked into the room and 
quickly stalked to the table that he had spent many hours hunched 
over his collection of books and maps. Without a sound he quickly 
gathered the items that would help him most on his travels, 
everything from maps to an ancient scroll or two. Suddenly his hand 
brushed the crisp leather of a tightly bound book causing him to 
pause . 

"Dragons and how to kill them, " the auburn haired teen read in a 
hushed tone that could barely be considered a whisper. Shrugging 
dismissively he quickly slid the book into his leather knapsack with 
the rest of his equipment. 

Pulling the drawstrings tight. Hiccup tossed his bag over his 
shoulder. He paused only to grab a bow and small quiver of arrows 
that hung on a solitary hook before slipping out into the night. 


The sun rose slowly over Berk, it's warm rays soaking each inch of 
the island in it's brilliant light. Gobber, as always, was one of the 



first inhabitant's to stir. The haggard viking had his routines, and 
his morning ritual always took him to his shop first. 


"I need to replace that blasted door," the large man grumbled as he 
nursed his remaining foot after yet another run in with the vicious 
door jamb. Shaking off the slight sting that accompanied each step he 
turned to look over his modest shop. Something was wrong, he could 
tell that instantly. 

Gobber sighed as he paced back and forth in front of the massive 
forge that dominated most of the small room. He had checked over the 
missing items time and time again, it was fairly obvious what had 
happened, he just couldn't accept it. The large viking had two 
options, he could rush to Stoic and get search parties out, or he 
could let the boy follow his own path to become a man. The dilemma 
Gobber was faced with was soon resolved when he turned to find 
Stoic's large form dominating his doorway. 

"Have you seen Hiccup today? I wanted to give him another lesson on 
being chief, " Stoick asked from his wiry, red beard. 

"No, I haven't seen the boy yet. Knowin' him he's probably off with 
Toothless somewhere," Gobber lied trying his best to feign innocence. 
Stoic seemed to buy the blonde viking's lie and he quickly mumbled 
his thanks before disappearing from sight. 

Sweat beaded on Astrid's forehead as she yanked her throwing axe from 
the stump it was embedded in. She had been practicing her throwing 
skills all morning much like she did everyday, but today felt 
different for some reason. Something was nagging at the back of her 
mind, but she couldn't figure out what. It annoyed her honestly 
because no matter how many times she buried her axe in the scarred 
wood she couldn't shake her feeling of unease. 

Hiccup sighed as he stared up at the cloudless blue sky that 
surrounded him, they had been flying for hours, but to him it seemed 
to feel like years. His mood has changed many times over the short 
flight, he even thought of turning back once, but finally he overcame 
his fear. He was ready. 


End 
f lie . 



